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ing her stocking as she clambered down. They collected
a minimum of vital necessities, powder, toothbrushes and
make-up, assembled their bags of silver, and made for the
car.

The Ford, though a grand old car, was not made for
riots in towns where all the population walked normally
in the middle of the road.

In Addis the streets were only asphalted in the middle :
there was a rough area on both sides for mules and beyond
that, above a gutter, were the pavements for the pedestrians.
But there was one flaw in this neat layout. The pavements
had never been asphalted or even levelled smooth. So
the pedestrians took the centre of the road, the cars were
forced into the area reserved for mules, and the mules had
to pick their way along the pavements.

The Ford was a poor car for such conditions. Its self-
starter no longer responded to the foot, and when you
applied the brakes it seemed to slide along faster. I drove
to the Legation in terror of knocking someone over, getting
caught in a crowd, in a quarrel, and prematurely in a coffin.
I was scared stiff as we covered the four miles to the Legation.
They fired haphazard across the bonnet, they hit out at
the roof with swords and sticks, they made funny threatening
faces and put me all of a twitter, but I drove the car through.
They were attacking the offices of the Ethiopian Red Cross
as we passed, and the streets were rolling with dollars,
bandages and postage stamps. Half-way we were out of the
trading districts and the crowds were less, but hungrier.
Their eyes were turning the repulsive yellow-red, their
faces wrinkling with the hard, cruel lines in which an
Ethiopian encases himself when he is drunk. We thanked
God when we saw the barbed wire and the fringed turbans
of the Sikhs, entered the neat gateway and climbed the
cool, empty drive of the British Legation, under the
eucalyptus trees planted in Menelik's day. The girls
went off to Lee's house to have a drink. Don had just
come back from a hair-raising journey in a small open
car to the French Legation. The Ethiopians, who
reasonably detested the area, had shot .across him on
the hill.

He sat down, rather pale, in front of the wireless sets
in his drawing-room, and tried to make contact with the